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other. In our own hearts let this be our parting, that we
may not be torn apart in the last agony or the last failure
of the body."

He paused and said: "I married you without your love.
That was a great wrong."

She wras speechless, and he spoke again: "Now, Julie,
good-bye. May God keep you." ^

And she drewT herself up to him and took his face be-
tween her hands in the darkness. "Come back to me,
Rupert. I shall not betray you." Though his hand seized
her wrist, he made no reply and, a finality greater than
her desire for pardon shrouding her will, she could no
more entreat him. "Remember a little, then, in this
moment," she said, "before you forget for ever."

He drew her down and kissed her. "I remember that
without you there would be no world to leave." Holding
her shoulder, he asked: "We are at peace?"

"At peace, dear Rupert," she said, struggling to see
and remember his face.

"Then let us kiss once more, as travellers setting out/*

When she had done as he asked and knew that her lips
would not touch his again and that between them the
recognitions of love were ended, she felt him take her hand
and kiss it. Then, knowing herself released, she turned
away and lay down upon her own bed apart from him.
She believed that all night she would listen to the waterfall,
but, in an instant, sleep with a sigh had taken hen